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THE TOUGH GUY 

AN ARCHIE STORY 


r J'HE orange, autumn moon hung 

there w**. (lie smoky smell and a lull 

far off. Archie shuffled along the street 
whistling a gay tune and swinging the 
hooka under his arm. He knew that he 
would soon be home — in plenty of 
time to sneak upstairs with a glass of 
milk and a handful of cookie* and 

of good reading with the hooka he'd 
just gotten from his friend Jughead. 

Archie smiled as he thought how 
(dick he had been in wheedling these 
ghost stories from Jug when he himself 
hadn't even started to iced'them. 


tually believed in ghosh. And Jug 
practically lived on the things. Why, 
just give him a thrilling, chilling ghost 
story to read and ... Archie stiffened 
as a black something shot across the 


flood up on the back of his neck as 
it flitted under ihe dim street light. 
Why, it was a . . . Archie emitted a 


sigh of relief. It was only a eat. A Mack 

This reminded him of lltat story 


a black cat crossed his path (the au* 
thor had been very careful to imply 
that it was the lost soul of somebody 
or other) and soon after he war set 


stories hut it was for fellows like Jug 
to believe that those things could real* 

But suddenly he wasn't laughing 
any more. He wasn't even smiling now. 


on Hilldalc Avenue. The lilted grave* 
stones gave off a weird glow in the 
moonlight and together with the brok* 


fur trees made up a 
shape* that certainly could Ik- any 
thing you cared to make th-m. Thai 
leaning tree over there for instance. 



with it* twisted branches reaching out. 
could easily have been a tormented 
soul as it writhed and swayed in the 
slight breeze. 


and the wind whistled in his throat. 

Then he beard it again . . . that 
long, low moan! HU throat tightened. 


quickened his pace. It was strange lu»w 
he had never before noticed how far 
apart the houses were. And how dark 
the streets were in this neighborhood. 
Then he stopped abruptly and almost 
began to shiver ... for there before 
him in the ghostly moonlight was a 
gravestone with the name ANDREWS 
on it . . . ANDREWS ... HIS name. 
Suddenly from out of the damp earth 
came a low moaning and then the 
sound of branches being parted and 
there before hie eyea floated a white 
something coming toward him. Archie 
fled frantically up the dark street. 

Never had he run like that before. 

ran down his cheeks from the effort 
... and still the thing came pounding 
after him. At lop speed he rounded 
the corner at Locust Street, fled 
through the hack yards, poundad up 
the back steps of his house, through 
the dark kitchen and up to his room. 
He slammed the door shut, bolted it, 
and listened while his heart pounded 


He listened as it became more die* 

about it and be crept bravely to the 
window and peered out over the sill. 
Archie’s eyes opened wide as he look* 
ed down on the scene in the moon* 


itself loose from the wash line in the 
back yard. Why, it was only a COW. 


She shook herself free of the last sheet, 
went crashing off through the garden. 

Arch let out a sigh of relief and 
turned on the light. He undressed and 
was just slipping into his pajamas 


hooks he had borrowed from Jug 
strewn all over the floor where they 
had fallen. He put them iu order, slid 
into bed and put out the light, re* 


membering that lie had promised to 
give them back in the morning. W«ll, 

ed to keep hit promise. He gave a long 
sigh, turned over and soon forgot 
about the happenings of the day as 
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